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From Los Angeles to Oahu (and the 2,568 Miles in 
Between) 


Author's Notes: 

"In 1994, Izzy mysteriously ghosted his bandmates. The Ju Ju Hounds drowned in his lack of ambition He moved 
to Hawaii and refused to do press, following the surf reports instead of finishing the band's second album. One 
source says Izzy refused an opportunity to appear on Saturday Night Live. Another tells me that Izzy and 
Ashhurst weren't getting along; that it was their personality conflict that brought down the Ju Ju Hounds. The 
fact is Izzy was sober, and Ashhurst wasn't. Nobody knows for sure why Izzy disappeared from those 


recording sessions -- including Ashhurst, whose life began to spiral out of control." 


He's not coming back This time, he's gone for good. 


I've been up for two days playing my Fender. The phone's been ringing, but | haven't answered, because | know 


its not Izzy and | don't want to talk to anyone else. I've got a mother of a headache, and | find myself playing 
the same riff over and over and over again, not even realizing l'm doing it until | come out of the ether and 
back into myself, like waking up momentarily every two hours or so. 

He doesn't have a cell phone anymore. He's not picking up his home phone, so either he's not there or he's 
ignoring me. Every so often I'll pick up mine and dial him, just to see if he'll change his mind and answer. | 
barely realize I'm doing that, either, until it's already ringing. 

"Jimmy, don't put me in this situation. 

"Put you in it? It can't be a sfuation for you if you don't even care." 

"| do care." 

"Then show me! Prove it!" 


"I don't have to fucking prove anything to you." 


"Well, it's not enough to say it! Just one ounce, Izzy, one little sliver of strong emotion, that's all | want! | just 


want to have it proved to me that you're attached to something, anything." 
"You're just drunk off your ass." 


"That's not true!" Crash "Just because you're a coward and you run from anything you don't want to deal with 


doesn't mean that l'm not making sense!" 

"God damn it, why do you have to get like this?" 

"You're avoiding everything l'm saying!" 

‘| can't give you the answers you want, darlin’. What do you want me to say?" 
"Don't fucking call me that!" 

"Fine." 


"Fuck you! Don't just light a fucking cigarette, look at me! Don't you care? Why don't you care the way | care? 
Why doesn't this hurt you like it hurts me? Why don't you love me like | love you?" 


"You don't love me." 


"Yes | do! Don't fucking say that! You know, you know that | do!" 


"You know | care about you. You know that. | think you're brilliant.” 


"| don't care! | don't want to be brilliant! That's not what you want, is it! What is it, Izzy? Who? It was one of 


them, wasn't it? Who was it?" 

"Would you shut the fuck up? You're making an ass of yourself" 

"Stop telling me that | don't understand! You won't let me close enough to understand! 

| hate them. Whoever it was, | hate them, hate them for knowing him, for being allowed to be close to him, for 
understanding him. Fuck them. | hope they know what they had, and it just about drives me insane wondering 


why anyone would ever give that up. 


He hasn't picked up the phone. Fuck him, he's an asshole for thinking he doesn't need anybody. For not wanting 
anybody. 


| finally fall asleep on Thursday and | dream about him the whole time. Dream about him sitting in front of me, 
playing his hollow body and looking at me with his gray green eyes. 


When | wake up it's with frustration that fucking burns the inside of my eyelids and in the pit of my stomach. 


l'm not going to sleep again until | have to. 
"Sorry, did | wake you up?" 

"Yeah." 

‘lm sorry." 

"Its fine, man." 

"Iz, can | come in?" 

"Yeah. Sure." 

"I didn't wanna bother you this late at night but-" 


Its more like early in the morning, at this point, but don't worry about it. I've been woken up at worse times. 
You want something to drink? Water or something?" 


"No, thanks, I'm good." 


"So what's up?" 


"I just wanted some company. Bad dreams." 

"You sober?" 

"Yes, Iz. Jesus, | wasn't going to drive here fucked up. Have a little faith." 
"Oh, well, excuse me." 

"Whatever." 

"Well, here | am. Company, all for you." 

"Oh, you're so generous.” 

"| know, darlin." 

"Hm." 


"You wanna watch something? Let's not turn on MTV, though, | don't need to see any more teenage angst or 


flannel." 

"No complaints here. | don't need to watch anything." 

"Okay. Well, /m going to get some water." 

"Aren't you cold without a shirt, Iz? Its freezing in here." 

"It is? Feels fine to me. You can bump up the air if you want” 
"Il just grab a blanket, it's fine.” 

"Got it in Mexico. You like the colors?" 

"Yeah. Really pretty." 

"You're not sleeping on the couch though, | can't have you fucking up your back. You can stay with me." 
"So | can stay the night?" 

"| just said that" 


"Thanks." 


"You have anything on you or in your car though, you'd better flush that shit now." 
"| dont" 


"That's good, l'm not giving up yet. Come on, let's go now, lm ready to go back to sleep. Getting up early in the 


morning.” 

"What for?" 

"Anza-Borrego tomorrow." 

"Oh. 

"Come on, Jimmy, | don't bite." 

| have evidence to the contrary. | did share a bunk with you for half a year on a cramped bus, don't forget 
"Mhm. | guess that's true." 

"Ouch! lz, that was pretty nippy, even for you." 

"Ah, | know you like it" 

"You're silly." 

"Nah. Shut up and go to sleep." 

"You're warm. Like a human heater." 

"Shhhh." 

| hate him. | hate him for not being here. | wonder if he ever thinks about it. When | woke up the next morning 
he was gone, no note, no nothing, just a missing motorcycle. And | drove home in a daze of wondering and 
snorted three lines and wondered if maybe | should go to Anza-Borrego too. 

Chalo comes by on Saturday. Come on, he says. You've been in here long enough. Says, let's go to the studio or 
something. | tell him hell no. I'm not going back there, | don't want to go back there. I'm fine right here. | hate 
the way he looks at me, like I've gone crazy or some shit. He says, okay, man, if you need anything you've got 
my number. And then | feel guilty, and say thanks. 

Every time | pick up the phone, Izzy doesn't answer. | guess that if there's one god damn thing I'm ever going 


to be able to understand about him or relate to, its how you can be driven to breaking your phone. I'm just 


about ready to emulate him. 


"Fucking hell!" 

Crash, 

"Izzy?" 

"Hey man, you okay?" 

"No." 

"Hope you can pay for that console, lz. Total Access'll wring your ass out, you know." 
"Hey, c'mon, Rick, stop joking. Jimmy." 

"| don't wanna come on" 

"Well, maybe you should, man" 

“Christ, l'm becoming Axl." 

"What?" 

"Used to break a phone a week. Probably still does." 

Oh." 

"Fuck." 

"You feeling okay?" 

"You don't need to fucking peer into my eyes like that, Jimmy." 
‘Okay, sorry. Just checking.” 

"| don't need you to check Be damn glad I'm not checking you." 
"What's going on?" 

"Don't worry about it" 


"| hate it when you say that." 


“Tough shit." 

"Nice." 

"So... fucking thoughtless." slam, "but then again, | guess Sfoli is more important." crash 

Nee 

‘Jimmy, just leave me alone right now. Go get lunch or whatever with Rick and Chalo." 

"Fine, try not to drown in your mystery and angst.” 

"Oh, that's fucking rich." 

| can only stay awake so long, I'm discovering. On Sunday | pass out for real in the early hours of the morning 
and don't wake up until seven that night. | dream, and when | come to | try not to think about it. It occurs to 

me that | should eat, but there's nothing in the house, and | don't have the energy or the inclination to go out 
and get anything. l'm running just about dry, as well. | settle for a brand of gin that | don't even like and don't 
know why | have, and start picking at the bass again 

| find myself in the middle of playing that bass intro and | want to scream. | can hear Izzy's voice in my head, 
saying my name, on the bass. That was mine and he knew it and he always gave credit where credit was due. 


Like a gentleman, Chalo says. Like a fucking gentleman. Never had a problem with input. 


He'd play that hollow body and look at me and ask what | thought and I'd tell him. He made you feel like you 


were the only person in the world, when he'd look at you. 

"You ever skate?" 

"Yeah. A while ago, though." 

"Let's go skate." 

"| don't have a board, Izzy. And we're supposed to be at Total Access in an hour." 

"IIl just call Rick. And you can use one of mine, I've got more than one in the trunk" 
"You sure?" 

"Yeah. It's mainly just mixing now, anyway. It'll be out in October, that's for sure now." 


"Hell yeah!" 


"That's the spirit." 

"How're you gonna feel being back on the road?" 

"Good. | think we'll start in Illinois and go to Japan and whatnot. We'll get a bus." 
"Sounds good." 

"Yeah. Fucking beautiful today, isn't it? Look at that chop. Brought the wrong board." 
AE, 

"Oh well. I'll just go down tonight." 

"Izzy, do you ever think about the fact that you're here and Guns is still on tour?" 
Mm" 

"C'mon, don't make that face. | was just wondering." 

| don't really think about it that much." 

"But what about when you do?" 


"Then | think about how glad | am that l'm cruising along Redono Beach in my boosted Camaro with my new 


bassist and not drowning in coke, smack, and vodka on some bimbo's boat in Argentina" 
"Oh." 
"l'm a simple man, Jimmy." 


It doesn't make any sense. But then again, | should have stopped expecting anything he did to make any sense a 
while ago. Fuck him, and fuck his stupid attitude and fuck that way he made me feel, like | could never get 


close enough to know and like | wouldn't understand even if | did. 


| try not to wonder where he is or what he's doing but | do. | play the bass intro so much that my fingers 
start bleeding because every time | snort another line | forget that | should stop. | think Charlie's given up on 
me at this point. | haven't even heard from Rick. 


| finally go outside on the fire escape and smoke a cigarette. I'm on a coke crash, my fingers are scabbed and 
throbbing, and the sky is a flat pale blue that hurts my eyes, stretching endlessly over LA. | think of every 
day gone by, every hour, every second wasted being head over heels for someone who can't even be bothered 


with the trouble it takes to make up their mind. 


"ezy” 

"Hey, man 

"Are you fucking for real? How long have you been on the road? You're a mess, dude." 
"Yeah, | know. Sorry, I'm probably about to fuck up your carpet” 

"No worries. They invented steam cleaners for a reason" 

"You got a point there." 

"Really though. What's going on?" 

"I'm moving on, man. I'm ready to get started. Are you ready?" 


"Yeah. | just didn't think you'd be showing up at my place with no warning when you're supposed to be twenty 


hours away." 
"Hey, | called you for a reason." 
"You didn't say you were coming!" 


"Yeah, | only decided after we got off the phone. Here, throw these goggles out for me, would you? I've had 


‘em on too long, they're gonna crack soon because of the sun 

"Nice road tan you got there." 

"Man, shut up." 

"| dig it, though. | dig it:" 

"Just let me get a shower. And we're gonna wanna bring in those saddle bags." 


"You wanna just leave them out here for now and we can get them later once you've showered and you've got 


a drink in your hand?" 
"No drink, dude, and no can do. I'm not leaving two million in the front parking lot of your apartment.” 
"Christ, Izzy." 


"No relation” 


"Man..." 


"Come on. Let's get some tea. You can tell me about the bank options around here, and | can tell you what I've 


got in mind for this new band." 


Wasted time is a precious commodity. Its easier to go back inside, which | do, and shut the door behind me. | 
think about all the bass tracks that'll never be used down at All Access and | feel like screaming, and | pick up 
the Fender by the neck and smash it against the wall until the strings break and curl, and the body snaps off. 


Izzy was never wild about me playing a jazz bass on a rock record. Fucker. Are you happy now? 


Fuck you, and fuck your stupid wandering. I'd rather be lost. | sit down on my apartment floor and cradle my 
head in my hands and let hot tears trail between my fingers and down my arms. Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck your 
sobriety and your surfing and your skating and your boosted Camaro, and those millions of fucking records 
you sold without me. Fuck you for making me feel like | was the only person in the world when you looked at 
me. Those records that you sold with whoever it was that you loved so god damn much. Come back. Fuck 


them and fuck you. 


In the evening, | break up another rock and snort another two and a half lines. Then | go back out on the fire 
escape and sit on the edge, watching my feet dangle above the lights and the sidewalk. Light a cigarette and 
watch the smoke drift up into the brown, hazy sky. The seconds still pass. 


